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One 


| was sitting behind my drums, on some random stage, wiping my face with a towel. Dave was going through 


his usual routine of introducing the band. When he got to me, he turned and winked. | gave him a grin. 

"Last but not least," Dave began. "let me introduce the only man I'd allow to put it in my ass; Taylor Hawkins!” 
| was stunned. | stared at him with a confused expression. Was he serious? The crowd's roar was deafening. | 
awoke with a jolt, my arms pushing my upper body and head off the bed with a gasp. Just a dream, jackass. It 
was only a dream. | pushed the air out of my lungs and flopped back down against the pillow. Where were we 
again? | slid out of the bed and stood in front of the window. Rain. Perfect. Raking a hand through my hair, | 
turned to find my phone and call D. 

"Hey, T. Just get up?" 


"Yeah. Where are we, again?" 


He laughed at me. "Dublin." 


"Ah, right. You in your room?" 

"No. Me and Pat grabbed something to eat. He wants to go out, wanna come?" 

"Nah, it's raining.” 

"So?" 

"Fuck that." 

"Okay, I'll call you when we get back." 

"Kay. Buy me something nice." 

"Yes, dear." 

| threw the phone on the bed and stood, looking around the room. Goddamn rain. | hated it. It made passing the 
time so difficult. | pulled my iPod and its docking station from my bag and turned it on, full volume. Then | 
gathered different things around the room. An ice bucket, the tray under the coffee machine, the chair behind 
the desk, and my hard shell suit case. | arranged them around the foot of the bed and then pulled out a pair 
of sticks. The effort | put into curing my boredom sometimes made me question my sanity. But hey, it could 
always be worse. My mock drum kit kept my attention for about 20 minutes before | broke my cymbal/tray. 


"Crap." | mumbled. 


My stomach growled. Eat. Yes, that'll kill some time. Good. Nate said he and Chris already ate and were 


watching movies in Chris's room. 

"Come over." 

"Nah, not in the mood. Need to do something, you know how | always feel cooped up.” 

"Call me later. We can get dinner or something if the rain stops.” 

"Sounds good." | threw on pants and a hoodie and headed down to the restaurant in the lobby. At least | got 
out of the four walls of the hotel room. | sat at a table in the far corner, hoping to just grab something to 
eat and then. Then what? Go back upstairs and be bored? 

"You're all by yourself, dear?" The waiter gave me a huge smile, hand on his hip. His other hand held a pot of 
coffee. | picked up the mug from the table and studied his face as he poured. Big, dark brown eyes that danced 


with mischief. | knew a pair of eyes like that already. My hand wobbled and and he immediately stopped pouring. 


"Sorry" | muttered before | turned my attention to the meru. 


"Need me to come-" 
"What?" | shrieked. 
‘Sorry, need me to come back? | got distracted, sweetie, sorry." 


| sighed. What the fuck was going on? First the dream about Dave and now this guy? | scratched my head. "No, 


l'Il just have some french toast and bacon, please." 
"Sounds delicious. Coming right up, love." 


Shit. If he comes back with one more pet name, I'm gonna freak the fuck out. What is going on with me? Just 


horny, that's it. I'll go back upstairs and fix that after | eat and everything will be fine. 


Two 


The waiter brought my late breakfast over after only a few minutes. "I asked them to hurry it up. You look 
absolutely famished, dear. More coffee?" 


"Thank you. Yes, please." 
"Coming straight away." 


| realized my eyes were watching his ass as he walked away. Come on, Hawkins. A dude, really? Are you that 


horny? Shaking my head, | squeezed my eyes closed for a moment. When | opened them, he was standing 


beside the table. 

"Are ya okay, love?" 

"Yep, fine. Good. Thanks. 

"A bit jumpy. Maybe you need the decaf" 

"Thanks, Im good" 

"Name is Bryan. Let me know if | can get ya anything else. Anything else" He squeezed my shoulder. 
"Appreciate it, Bryan, but Im good" | ate as quickly as | could, fearing that, if he came round again, | might 
just take him up on his offer. And it's not like this is the first time another guy has come on to me. Without 
waiting for the check, | dropped some American bills on the table and tried to slink out of there. 

"Hey, love?" 

Shit. | turned around. 

"You left way too much here. It's only around ten dollars US" 

"Keep it" 

"But you left fifty” 

"Your lucky day" | smiled 


His eyes raked over me, tip to toe. "Not that lucky.” 


| ran back to my room as if Bryan was chasing me. | slammed the door behind me and leaned against it for a 


moment, eyes clenched shut. Fuck this shit, | thought. Walking toward the bed, | pulled the hoodie over my head 
and cast it aside. | was settled back into the pillows, about to take care of this little problem once and for all 
when | saw the green light blinking on my phone. A text from D. "Just got back, be by in a few" 

Fuck. What's a guy gotta do just to rub one out around here? 

Dave's signature door knock. One knock and then a kick, followed by, "Open the fucking door!" 

‘Hey’ 

"What's up? | got ya something." He said with a grin that was reserved for when he was up to something. 
"What?" | asked, taking a half step backwards. 

He laughed at me. "What's the matter?" 

"I know that smile. What are you doing, Grohl?" 

"Nothing. You asked me to buy you something nice, so | did" 


"You're full of shit. What is it?" 


He held up a small, nondescript, black plastic bag with one index finger hooked through the handles. "! really 
think you're going to like it. It has you written all over it" He said with a chuckle. 


‘lm hating you right now." | grumbled. | took the bag off his finger and peered inside. "Come on, D. What is 
wrong with you?" | closed the bag and shoved it back at him. Shaking my head, | turned and walked back to the 
bed and turned on the TV. He followed, laughing. 

"Come on, don't you like it?" 

"You're kind of an idiot" 

"Yeah, | know but don't you like it?" 

| ignored him and flipped through the channels. He climbed onto the bed and got up in my face. 


"I think you do like it and you're all embarrassed and shit. Go on, admit it" 


| couldn't stop the grin from stretching my lips. "What the hell would make you think of me when you saw 
that?" 


"Well, you know, | always did enjoy seeing you in this kind of stuff." 


Three 


His face was mere inches from mine. | stared into those damned eyes, watching them as they twinkled. 
"Go put on it" He said, dropping the bag directly onto my crotch. 

"Are you fucking kidding me right now?" 

"Do | look like I'm kidding?" 


"Yes! Yes, you do. I'm gonna go and put this fucking thing on and when | come out, you're gonna have the rest 


of the guys in here to laugh at me or something." 

He lowered his gaze and laughed. "Not a bad idea, T. But no, not what | had in mind." 
"What did you have in mind?" 

"| guess you'll just have to find out" He flicked his eyebrows up and down 


"D.." | groaned. "Quit fucking with me. Go away." | put the bag on the bed between us. | was actually afraid he 
wasn't fucking with me in the least. Sure, | thought about him like that before. Sometimes, with the shit that 
came out of his mouth, it was hard not to think about him like that. | wondered if he really did feel that way 
about me. | wondered exactly how | felt about him. | was caught. | also had a fear of giving in to these 
undefinable feelings and then having him turn it into a joke. 


He shrugged and picked it up and stood up. Wordlessly, he made his way toward the door. That's when | 
resumed channel surfing and cursing him out in my head for the agonizing pinch | now felt. | noticed him 
lingering by the door so | turned the volume on the TV up and continued flipping through the channels until | 
got to the porn chanrel. | left it on that channel and watched Dave's back go rigid when the grunts and groans 
hit his ears. He turned around. "Now who's fucking with who?" 


"They are." | said with a dirty grin as | flicked my chin toward the TV. He returned and sat down on the foot 
of the bed with his back toward me. We watched the cheesy porn for a few minutes in silence. Since he 
appeared to be engrossed in the TV, paying no regard to me, | took the chance and slid a hand inside my pants. 
Ever so slowly, | slid my fingertips to the underside of my cock and stroked upward to the head. The thought 
of him being just a couple feet away from me was thrilling. | fixed my eyes on the back of his head, his shiny, 
warm, dark chocolate hair, and continued to gently dance my fingers up and down. On the screen, a big tittied, 
fake blonde was getting hammered by some bald dude. | fought hard not to close my eyes but | lost. My head 
drifted back against the fake headboard and my eyelids fluttered down over my eyes. | still heard the grunting 
from the TV but images of a different sort now filled my head. Images | had entertained before. | felt silky 
material caress my thighs as rough, calloused hands pushed it aside. A scratchy beard tickled my stomach as 
warm, wet lips kissed my skin there. My fingers rubbed faster, applying a bit more pressure. My lips parted 


and a small moan that sounded too much like a breathless "Dee" slipped out. | felt the bed shift and my eyes 
snapped open and my hand flew out of my pants, into my hair. | started to nervously run my fingers through 
it while my heart thumped in my throat. 


"What's going on back there?" Dave asked quietly. His mouth curled into a grin as his laughing eyes drifted 


from my face to my very, very noticeable erection "Why, you fucking pervert, were you jerking off with me 


sitting right here?" 


"No. Just shut up." | grumbled. "This is what | was going to do all afternoon anyway. So you should probably 


go. 


"Oh! | ain't leaving now!" 


| stood up and walked around the bed, toward the bathroom. "Fine, I'll finish in here." As | passed him, he winked 
at me and pressed the bag against my stomach. "Put it on. Please don't question why." 


Four 


With the bathroom door locked behind me, | stood in front of the mirror, staring at myself. Was | ready for 
this? | mean, it's Dave. If | was going to do this with another dude, it'd have to be him, right? No. It shouldn't 
be him. It's gonna make shit weird. It won't be weird, he's my best friend. We can do this. I'll just put this on 
because he likes it and I'll go out there and see what happens. | gave myself one last look and then opened the 
bag. | pulled everything out and laid each item on the counter before | took my pants off. It's been a few years 
since | put anything like this on. Why would he want me to do it now? 


| struggled into the fishnet stockings, taking a moment to adjust myself inside of them and savor the way they 
felt. Next | pulled the tiny, tiger striped skirt with the long tail up over the stockings. It barely covered my 
crotch. And the top? It took me ten minutes just to figure out how to put that on | had to study the picture 
on the front of the package to figure it out. It was tiger striped as well and it had two triangles to cover tits 
and then it tied around my neck and once around my ribcage. | felt silly as | put the stupid headband with the 
ears in my hair. This is what he wanted, huh? With a long sigh, | took one last look l'm the mirror. A small grin 


played on my lips. This could get interesting. Here goes nothing. | opened the door and stepped out. 


Dave lifted his head and | watched his eyes measure me from my feet to the top of my head. He slowly stood 
up. 


"Tay. Holy shit." 

"Good? I'm very relieved to see there's no one else here." | told him with a smirk. 

"Turn around." 

Putting my hands on my hips, | turned my back toward him. 

"You look..fuck" He stammered. 

Now | was getting confused. "D, just what do you want to um, what are we doing?" | turned back to face him. 
"Do you trust me?" 

"For the most part. | put this get up on, didn't 1?" 

‘le been thinking about this for a long time. Tell me I'm not the only one, please." 

His eyes seemed to be pleading with me. With a smirk, | said "You're the only one." 


"You're a fucking liar. | heard you over there before. You moaned my name." 


"| did not. You didn't let me finish. | was going to say, ‘Dees feels so good." 
"T, you suck at lying." He grinned. 
"So what now? You wanna just go for it?" 


"Nah, maybe eventually but we've got all afternoon" Very slowly, he slipped a hand around my waist and edged 


closer to me. His eyes were wide as he stared into mine. 


My heart was pounding in my throat. My hands clenched into fists as | was unsure whether to touch him or 


not. 
"T, its just me. Touch me, please." 


| decided to start unbuttoning his flannel shirt. His other hand wound around my back and he took another step 
closer to me. Before | knew it, he had encircled me and was holding me in an embrace. There was barely 
enough room between our bodies for me to finish with the buttons on his shirt. | pushed it off his shoulders, 
revealing a t-shirt underneath. He shrugged out of the flannel and let me push the t-shirt up his stomach and 
chest before he pulled it over his head. My reservations were melting away as | felt the heat rising from his 


body. Bravely, my hands rose and settled on his chest. 

"Okay?" | heard him murmur in my ear. His warm breath blew my hair against my neck and | shivered. 
"Okay." | confirmed. "Kiss me." 

He pulled back to look at me again. | saw him swallow uncomfortably and tried to encourage him by snaking a 
hand behind his back and press him closer to me. His lips curled into a grin as his face drifted closer and 
closer to mine. Very softly, his lips found mine. Keeping one hand on the small of his back, the other pressed 
against his cheek, drawing his mouth deeper against mine. | parted my lips and dragged my tongue over his 
bottom lip. 

Abruptly, he pulled away from me. "Taylor!" He gasped and looked very surprised. 

All | wanted to do was get his mouth back against mine. | smiled and reached for his head with both hands, 
pulling him back into a kiss much more powerful and deep this time. | felt one of his hands travel down my 


back and find the tail that was attached to the skirt and give it a playful tug. 


With my lips still against his, | whispered, "Oh, you want a little tail, do you?" 


Taylor's wearing this: 


http://www.costumeshopper.com/mm9/graphics/00000001/e0942 15,jpg 


Five 


Dave's lips curled against mine and he nodded gently. His body came alive against mine, he pressed his hips into 
me and | felt his erection. 


"Whoa, easy tiger." | giggled. 
"What?" 
"Are you fucking hard already?" 


"Huh? Oh, no." His hand slipped away from my back and he reached into his pants pocket and pulled out a small 
bottle of clear liquid. 


"What is that?" 

"What do you think it is, T?" And he held it up for me to read the label. 
"Oh! Oh, damn. | guess you do want some tail” 

He lowered his eyes and smirked. "Only if you do.” 


"I think it could be arranged." | said tentatively before | put my hands on his hips and walked him backwards to 
the bed and laid him down on his back with his feet still planted on the floor. 


Climbing on top of him, | straddled his hips, that silly skirt shimmied up over my thighs and | had to pull the 
tail out from under my ass. Dave laughed softly as his fingers stroked the soft, fake fur over my hip. 


"God, you are so fucking hot. Do you know how long I've thought that?" 

"Well, you say something to that effect every night we're on a stage somewhere so quite a long time." 
"Quite a long time." He repeated 

"So why'd it take so long for you to do something about it?" 

"You know why, same reasons you never did anything about it” 

| don't think you're that hot" | said with a cheeky grin 


"Liar." He said and leaned up to wrap a hand around the back of my neck and pulled me down to kiss me. His 


lips were smooth but rough at the same time, his tongue was begging entry into my mouth this time and | 


eagerly granted it. At first, our tongues merely touched and licked and tasted each other. He pushed his past 


mine, deep into my mouth as his hand pulled my head down more. 
| lowered my arms to lean on my elbows on either side of his head and | held his face in both hands, fingers 
weaving into his hair. | could feel him stirring beneath my ass and | surprised myself when | pushed down and 


wiggled against him. 


A grunty "Oh, fuck, T" was the reward | received for my efforts. So | did it more. 
| gasped when | felt his strong fingers raking down my thighs, ripping the fishnets. 


"You like to tease me?" He hissed in my ear. 

"Fuck, yeah." 

"Sit up a sec." 

When | did, he pushed me down onto his thighs and then reached for the button and zipper on his jeans. He 
was going to take his pants off! He was going to take it out! Oh God! As if they had a mind of their own, my 
hands covered his to still them for a moment. 

"No turning back, D" | told him. 

"You don't want me to?" 

"| just want to make sure we're both on the same page here. Once this happens, everything's different." 


"I know, | want it to be. | want you." 


| considered what he was saying. He wanted me. Like that. A big smile spread across my mouth. "I want you, 


too. 
And then | slid down to my knees on the floor and pushed his hands away. | unbuttoned and unzipped his jeans 
and pushed the fly open to expose the bulge underneath his Calvin Kleins. My eyes flicked up to his. He had 
folded his arms under his head so that he could watch what | was doing. He whimpered a protest when | stood 
Up again. 

"Where are you going?" 

| walked around the side of the bed and picked up two pillows and tossed one at him. 


"Thanks" as he put it under his head. 


| put the other pillow on the floor between his feet and knelt down on it. | pulled one Van off his foot and then 


the other. My fingers slid up his ankle, massaging and rubbing it as we gazed at each other. 

"Tay, please." He whined. 

"What do you want me to do?" | asked in a quiet, lusty voice. 

| want to feel your mouth on me." 

"Are you asking me to suck your dick, Grohl?" | teased. 

"Jesus fucking Christ, yes!" He groaned as he let his head fall back into the pillow more. 

| hooked my fingers into his jeans and underwear and began to slowly pull them down, off of his hips. 

"You're killing me!" 

| chuckled. He lifted his backside off the bed to allow me to pull his pants all the way down his thighs. | pulled 


one leg out straight and then the other. He now lay before me complete naked and | drew a sharp inward 


breath when my eyes fixed on his dick. Damn, what have | gotten myself into? 


Sixth and Final 


Dave must have sensed my hesitation, he lifted his head to look down at me. "Are you okay? Look, if you're 
having second thoughts, we don't have to-" 


| cut him off with a smile and a shake of my head. "Just shut the fuck up and lay back." 


| gently slid my hands from his ankles, up his calves, over his knees and onto his thighs. | pushed them farther 
apart and bent my head to press my lips against the inside of his right thigh. 


"Tay" A whispered breath. 

More light kisses, working my way up until my tongue flicked out, against that crease between his thigh and 
his pelvis. The way he writhed and groaned had totally washed away any fear and inhibitions | had left. They 
were replaced by a strong need to please this man. 

| reached a hand out and wrapped my fingers around him while | tongued his balls. His body tensed as he 
hissed. Stroking him slowly, | moved my mouth to the head. Little by little, | slid my lips down, taking more and 
more of him into my mouth. It felt awkward at first, | was scared that it didn't feel good to him because he 
lay quiet and motionless for the first few moments. 

| stopped. "D?" 


He lifted himself up on his elbows. "What's wrong?" 


| could feel the heat rise in my face when | looked into his eyes. "I just want to make sure you like what l'm 


doing." 

His eyes danced as he grinned. "Fuck, yes. Why do you even need to ask?" 

"Just wanted to be sure." | repeated. 

He shifted his weight to one elbow and reached for me with his free hand. He stroked my hair and touched the 
silly ears that | forgot were on top of my head. Then pressed his fingers to the back of my head, urging me 


back down. 


After a few minutes more, just when | was finding a good rhythm, Dave sat up and grasped my shoulders. | 
let him slide out of my mouth and looked up at him. 


"What's the matter?" | asked. 


"Nothing. Come up here." He hooked his hands under my arms and pulled me up. He had me crawl up onto the 


bed and remain on my hands and knees. "Trust me, right?" 

| think my eyes betrayed me even though | nodded. Dave tenderly ran his hand down my spine and kissed my 
cheek. | watched him over my shoulder as he slipped off the bed and positioned himself directly behind me. | 
closed my eyes and reminded myself to breathe when | felt his hands on the back of my thighs. His nails dug 
in and ripped the stockings and he kept ripping them until he was able to pull them from my body. He pushed 
the skirt up onto my hips, leaving me completely exposed to him. Soft hands caressed both cheeks and | felt 
his beard and lips against the very top of my ass, where ass meets back. Initially, he merely left small, 
fluttery kisses there, knowing they were slowly relaxing me. Soon, | felt a wet tongue working its way down 
toward my entrance. 

"D!" | gasped. But my body pushed back against him. 

"Keep going?” He asked. 


"Yes, please! Jesus, yes!" 


His hand encircled my dick and he stroked downward as he continued to lick me. | couldn't control the grunts 


and moans that tumbled out of my mouth. Nor the protests when | felt him stop. 

"Don't stop! What are you doing?" | complained. 

"lm not stopping. Relax a second." 

| watched him reach for his pants and take out that bottle of lube and my eyes grew. 

"Okay?" He asked as he made sure | saw him squeeze a generous amount into his hand. 

| could only nod as | felt a pang of fear. 

"We'll go slow and you can stop me any time. | won't hurt you. Much." He said with a litte sneer. 

With his left hand against my ass, he used his right hand to slowly and carefully push his middle finger inside 
of me. Deeper and deeper, he went, twisting and pulling it out, only to thrust it in again, each time with a bit 
more force. | had bit back my groans the entire time, concentrating on breathing and relaxing and letting it feel 
good. When he introduced a second digit, however, | tensed and cried out. 

"Shh. Relax, baby. Its okay." Dave said in a calm, soothing voice and gently stroked my back. He kept both 
fingers just inside me, waiting for me to calm down. Then he pushed further in, inch by inch, until | was rocking 
against his hand, wanting him deeper inside, stroking that spot he'd found that literally made me pant and 


quiver. 


And then, quite suddenly, it stopped. He'd withdrew from me and left me a dazed, shivering mess. | turned to 


look back at him and gasped when | saw him putting the clear lube on his dick. 

"DI I, | don't know..." | muttered. 

"You don't want me to try?" 

| stammered. | did want it but | was terrified 

"Okay, we don't have to." He smiled so warmly and ran a hand across my lower back. 

"No. No, | want you to. Just..be gentle." | gave him a pleading look. 

"| promise." 

| felt him push the head of his dick against me and hold it there while his fingers worked to untie the tiger top 
and pull it from my body. A hand so hot, it burned my skin, glided down my back to come to rest along my hip. 
He pushed in a tiny amount as his hand gently squeezed. | clenched my eyes closed and stayed as still as | 
could while he pushed in more and more. 

"Are you okay, baby?" 


Hearing him call me ‘baby’ made it okay. | nodded to him. 


| was pleasantly surprised when he found that spot again and even more surprised when | told him as much 


with a "Fuck, yes! Right there, Dave, right there!" 


With one arm wrapped around my waist, my dick in his hand, he was thrusting into me and | felt that knot in 
my stomach getting tighter and tighter until | was writhing and moaning, my orgasm mounting. With an arched 
back, | pushed my ass back against him and came into his hand, screaming obscenities intermingled with his 


name. | felt him lean over my back and kiss my shoulder. 

"Soon" He groaned as he pushed my shoulders down to the mattress and slid his hands down my sides to my 
hips and squeezed them as he drove into me. After only a few moments, he slid out of me, leaving an 
uncomfortable, empty feeling. | watched over my shoulder as he threw his head back and groaned loudly while 


he stroked himself with his right hand. With a final buck forward, he released onto my back. 


He settled onto the bed beside me and held me against his chest. "How do you feel?" He asked and pulled the 
ears off my head and then stroked my hair. 


"Used up." | said with a soft laugh. 


"Is that bad?" 


"No, it's a nice feeling. Calm. How do you feel?" 
He only giggled gently. 

"What?" | pulled away a bit to look at his face 
"| feel like | could go again" 

Yeah? Well, maybe it will rain tomorrow, too." 


He laughed even harder. 


We landed in Boston three days later. In the van to the hotel, Nate turned to look out the window. 


"Great, it's raining. Someone find something to keep Taylor entertained, please, so he doesn't bounce off the 


walls." 


"| think | got that covered." Dave grinned and winked at me. 


